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Ho Ho Hol 


Pelle yawned as he sat up in bed. It was Christmas morning, and he had also remembered that Øystein was 
going to give him a great present. Even though Pelle had no idea what it could be, he was excited. 


He went downstairs, where his eyes were greeted by a peculiar sight. Øystein was sitting on the couch, 


dressed in a comically large Santa costume. Next to him sat a large bag. 
"What are you doing?" Pelle asked. "And why the hell are you wearing a Santa suit?" 
"Ho ho hol | am Santa Claus! | came all the way from the North Pole.." 


"Fuck you, Øystein," Pelle interrupted. "You think l'm buying this shit? And again, why the hell are you wearing 


that ridiculous suit?" 


"| don't appreciate your foul language, young man. Perhaps that's why you're on the very top of my naughty 
list," Øystein said. 


"Wait, what? What does that mean?" Pelle said before nervously biting his lip. 


"Well, let's see.. All the nice boys and girls get lots of presents, but all the naughty boys and girls get 


punished," Øystein said with a gleam in his eye. "I suppose that means | have to punish you, hmm?" 

"Please don't, Santa sir," Pelle pleaded. "I've been good, | promise!" 

"You think you've been good? What about all the times you've talked back to your master? What about all the 
times you got drunk when your master told you not to drink? What about the times when you masturbated 
instead of finishing your lyrics? What about the times when you disobeyed your master and acted like a little 
brat?" 


Please, Santa, I'm sorry! Please don't punish me! | didn't mean it! | promise! Please don't punish me! I've been 


good, really!" 


"Well, | made my list, and | checked it twice. You've been a very naughty boy, and I'm going to have to punish 


you. Now, come here." 
"Do | have to?" Pelle asked. 
"Yes," Øystein barked. "Come over here right now." 


Pelle walked over to Øystein, hands held behind his back. Bystein yanked Pelle's pants down and positioned him 


over his lap with his ass up in the air. 

"Please don't, | promise I've been.. OW!" Øystein smacked Pelle's ass as hard as he could. 
‘Count for me, Pelle" Øystein brought his hand down on Pelle's ass again. 

"One... Two.. Four." 

"Properly, Pelle. Start over." 

"One.. Two.. Three.. OW, four." 


Øystein continued spanking Pelle's ass until Pelle had counted to twenty-five. "Good boy.. Now, how about we 


take a look at some of the presents?" 
"I thought you said that naughty boys didn't get presents," Pelle said. 
"Hmm... Shall | use the belt next, or the paddle?" Øystein murmured. 


"Please, Santa, I'll be good! That's enough punishment!" 


"I'll decide whether it's enough. Now count for me." 
"Santa, please no.. OW! One! Two! Three!" 


Øystein chose the belt, and he continued to spank Pelle with it. He brought the belt down again and again and 


again. 


By the time Øystein had finished with the belt, Pelle was squirming around in Oystein's lap. "Please, Santa, is 
this enough? | promise I'll be good! Please!" he pleaded. 


"How about | give you a few good smacks with my paddle just to make sure? Count for Santa, Pelle." 

"No, Santa, please, no!" 

"You didn't listen to your master at all this year. Now you will listen to Santa. Now count" 

The paddle came down on Pelle's ass. "One.. Two," he cried out as the paddle hit him again and again and again. 


Once Pelle had counted to twenty-five, Øystein put the paddle away. He gently rubbed Pelle's bright red ass. 
‘Santa also brought you another present.. | think you'll like this one better." 


"What is it?" Pelle asked. 


| brought you a yummy candy cane," Øystein said as he undid his belt buckle. He pulled down his pants to 


reveal his cock. "Why don't you come over here and suck on it?" 


"Yes, Santa," Pelle said He knelt and positioned himself between Dystein's legs and took his length into his mouth. 
He ran his tongue up and down Bystein's shaft as he bobbed his head up and down. 


Øystein moaned as Pelle ran his tongue over the head of his cock. "Maybe you'll make it back on the nice list if 


you come over here and sit on Santa's lap," Øystein said. 

"Really?" Pelle asked after he removed Øystein's length from his mouth. 

"Yes," he said, pulling a bottle of lube out of the bag. "Come on over here." 
"Yes, Santa," Pelle murmured. "Please fuck my ass, Santa.. | need you." 

"Good boy," Øystein said, coating his cock with lube. "Come sit on my lap, Pelle." 


Pelle positioned himself over Bystein's cock and slowly lowered himself onto it. He let out a moan as Dystein's 


cock hit his prostate. He held his own cock in his hand. 


"Good boy, Pelle. Ride my cock!" 
"Oh Santa, fuck!" Pelle moaned. "You're so big.. AH!" 
Øystein moaned. "What a good little slut." 


Pelle simply continued to ride Dystein's cock He loved the way it felt. It had been so long since Øystein had 


fucked him or allowed him to cum, and Pelle was desperate. 
"Please, Santa, may | cum?" Pelle whined. 
"Go on, little whore. Make yourself cum for Santa." 


With a loud, screaming moan, Pelle came all over himself. Øystein came deep inside Pelle's ass shortly 


afterwards 
He pulled out and then kissed Pelle gently on the cheek. "Are you alright?" 

"Øystein. That was amazing. You're such a cheesy bastard, though: 

Dystein chuckled. "I knew you'd say that. How about we go eat some cookies? | made them up yesterday. 


"Sounds good to me." 


